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To our left are three young naval officers lying in
deck-chairs, their pleasantly browned bodies par-
tially draped* One, clad in a pair of triangular
slips, has a towel round his head ; another is
lying with his back turned to the sun, for he is
evidently not satisfied with its colour; whilst the
third is pouring out tea for the others, which has
just been brought down to him by a Maltese boy*
They have already had their swim, and after tea
will have another before dressing*
Scattered about the various levels are men in
deck-chairs, where some read, others lie back and
dose, and a few sit and watch the small sailing-
boats skimming across the breeze-ruffled, blue sea*
Lying on a piece of matting and stretched out on
his back is a personage whose middle has expanded
considerably* We wonder, as we look at him, if by
creeping up and giving the protuberance a hearty
slap it would boom like a drum*
There is a constant coming and going from the
water* Men dive off the boards, with varying
degrees of skill, and swim out to where a raft is
moored well away from the rocks ; others emerge
dripping, and come up the steps towards us* They
are of all ages, and degrees, and types, but each
must brown his body as swiftly and as comfortably
as he can* To be untanned is almost indecent,
and not to be borne* The browning process,